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IN < Ballade of the Villa-Dwellers 
ES oD By F. GREGORY HARTSWICK 
<D I ae 
NG 1é . HEN Hadrian warred and Maecenas dined "ass 
ay , And Horace was writing his smiles and sighs, . 
RE : é What did they do when the Tyrrhene wind é 
e e* ° Brought mosquitoes and heat and flies? 
“ *. &s History, questioned, thus replies: 
IT ; . They took a villa, that was all, 
Perched on a sun-drenched, wind-swept rise 
. Forty minutes from City Hall. 
\N 
1D Il 
“ : Many the agents who designed 
xT With styled prospectus and classic lies 
> ' Neatly to snare the Roman mind, 
- 5 Leaving no passage for ‘‘buts’’ and ‘‘whys’’: 
iN | 4 “‘Tibur-on-Anio—splendid buys— 
: . Chariot-station—lease till Fall— 
=R : You'll take a lot there, if you're wise, 
JR Forty minutes from City Hall.”’ 
R Ill 
‘ Annual frailty of humankind! 
YN , During the Winter the town we prize, 
Scorning the train-bound commuter-hind; 
‘ , : ; ; But when the May-light blues the skies 
re Then do our tower-worn, street-dimmed eyes 
JN 4 MO, i Glow anew with the Siren’s thrall— 
NS = ab Each to his suburb-refuge hies, 
| 4 4 i Forty minutes from City Hall. 
L L’ENVOI 
W Prince, your city-joys none denies; 
Still—run out and pay us a call! 
~ "Nice little place in East Paradise, 
IZ Forty minutes from City Hall. 
' 
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A Few Suggestions 

HOSE Harvard bachelor graduates who recently got their 

teeming heads together and committed a symposium on 
the subject of the “perfect girl’”’ are not to be congratulated. 
Out of twenty-five or thirty qualifications which they pressed 
down upon her unprotected shoulders only two have any news 
value. The erudite lads decided that the perfect girl ought not 
be too proud to pray and that she need not be pretty. All the 
other stuff they worked out is old stuff. It could just as well 
have been arrived at by a ministerial association or a civic 
welfare league way out in the brush somewhere. 

We agree that the perfect girl should not be too proud to 
pray. Praying stimulates humility and humility in girls is 
as rare as radium nowadays. Just a little bit of humility will 
go a long way toward solving some of our more insistent do- 
mestic problems, among which are the divorce evil and the 
well publicised annulment suit. It will also do away with 
the necessity for undue humility on the part of husbands. 

But we hate like thunder to admit that the perfect girl 
need not be pretty. We almost feel like paying all the ex 
penses of an extra session of those 
reactionary grads if they will promise 
to reconsider that fatal motion. We'll 
bet the price of a tender steak that if 
only one of those bachelors had been a 
married man, prettiness would never 
have gone into the discard. 

rhe perfect girl has no more right 
to be ugly than the perfect watermelon 
has to be sour. Prettiness attaches to 
her just as simplicity does to the violet 
or majesty to the firmament. There 
is no end to the analogies one could 
perpetrate to show that prettiness is as 
vital to perfection in girls as moonlight 
is to quick results in love. Girls 
simply must be pretty. If they are 
not born that way they should patron 
ize the beauty shops and the female 
haberdasheries until they appear pretty 


anyhow. The only excuse for the ugly 


girl nowadays is indifference 
We suggest that a group of married 








i 
The Early Bird—Darn it! 


I expected to have this morning! 


R | A L S 


Harvard graduates get together and prepare a “perfect girl” 
score card. Prettiness will get not less than forty points. 
A few months domestic experience will demonstrate beyond 
the flicker of a doubt that even the prettiest girl is homely 
enough and to spare most of the time. 


Sixes and Sevens 
Every time Latin America has an indecisive election, 
followed by riot, rebellion and ructions, we have to hand it to 
our Forty-niners for having discovered California. 


* 

Congress spent a day canvassing the returns of the presi- 
dential election and then adjourned without telling us whether 
Colonel House is de facto, or de jure, or both. 

7 

Senator James Hamilton Lewis of Illinois predicts war 
between the United States and a great union of the nations 
of Europe and Asia. As, however, he neglects to admit that 
Uncle Sam can lick them all with one hand tied behind 
his back, evidently this is pessimism- 
not presidency. 

+ 

It takes about one reading of a live 
reporter’s aviation test story to convince 
you that the pen is indeed mightier than 
the soared. 

“ 

The brains are on our side of the House 

Hlon. A. P. Gardner, M. C. 

Cold storage ‘em, Augustus. With 
the crop failure, they ought to command 
a market, even in Congress. 

»” 

Difference between the citrus and the 
onion: If you hand it to the Wall street 
operator, it’s a lemon—if he hands it to 
you,*it’s a leak. 

. 

Proverbs, 15, 17 (reconstructed per 
1917 model): Better a dinner of herbs 
where love is than a stalled limousine 
and hatred therewith. 
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There goes the worm 
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ROCKED IN THE CRADLE OF THE STEEP—OR AT SEA TO HOME! 


If your Doctor insisted that only the dry mountain air would cure your rheumatics, and if you, like Cap'n Henry, 
had ‘followed the sea for nigh onto fifty years as mast boy and man, the motion o’ the ship having come to mean a 
good deal to you, what would you do? Well, Cap’n Henry, shivver his parsnips, he done just that! 
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aoFo+ Merwe: 
The Land'ord-—I'm very sorry, gentlemen, but we are so crowded that I'm afraid I can’t 
accommodate you unless you are prepared to sleep three in a 


The Porcupine \ 
The Armadillo | 


I have no objection. 





The Womenfolks Evidently Episcopalian rect your mistake, you would kick 
; By JANE BURR ‘é HEN I was over to Tranquility, a yourself thoroughly, if you had the 
spell ago, visiting my wife’s kin- _ slightest filial regard.” 


HEN Mother’s been downtown to 
shop, 
She says she’s just about to drop; 
So I say “ Mother, 
orem 5 5 go to bed,” 

And she says, “No, 
I’m nearly dead- 
But I have got to 

wash my head!” 


folks, they took me to church on Sunday,” W. J. Lampton. 
related Mr. Gap Johnson, 
of Rumpus Ridge, Ark. “I 
dunno what denomina- 
tion it was, but, anyhow, 
the preacher wore his 
shirt outside of his 
pants.” 

















The Paternal Error 
\nd so she goes to 


washing it 

« And that’s not bad 
if she would quit, 
But then she mops the bath-room floor 
And shines the knobs on every door 
And gets a fever,to explore, 


HE young man of age 

had disobeyed his father 
and joined the colors pre- 
paratory to going to the 
border. After he-had been in 
camp about a month he got 
a day off to visit his home. 

“My son,” the father 
greeted him sternly, “I 
didn’t raise you to be a 








And empties down a closet shelf 

And doesn’t know now what for, herself; 
And then she goes to bed quite ill 
And has a cry and then a chill, soldier.” 
And takes some bromide and a pill. The son gulped a great 


gulp. 
I ask my Father to explain “I know you didn’t, A BUNGLEOWE 
But he just looks like he’s in pain, Dad,” he replied, “and if Mr. _— ; Why do you call that suburban plan of 
And says he really cannot say- rou could only see the way yours & bungalow ? ; 
~=9r rys he “ _ hs : " - oe he . a id be , ce ix ¥ e ‘ Mr. Pokus—Well the architect made a bungle design- 
1¢S Womentfolks and somehow they those officers have een ing it and the builder made a bungle of building it. and 


Do things like that—it’s just their way. man-handling me to cor- I still owe them both for the job. 
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Commuter—I1 wish I could think of some good excuse to give the boss for being late this morning. I’ve worked this one to death. 


Odd Hunches 
6éT SEE,” said the snow to the earth, 
“that you catch my drift.” 

We know a man who has set out three 
miles of shrubbery 
around his estate 
aad calls it a bush 
ieague. 

When a man has 
a disagreeable wife, 
what people know 
as his regular busi- 
ness is only a side- 
line. 

Many a politician goes around with a 
whisk-broom in his hand, now and then 
brushing off a place on the ground so 
that he won’t get his ear dirty. 

Is America’s punitive expedition 
against Villa a peon-issimo move- 
ment? 

Excuse haste and a bad pun. 





A Discovery 
A scientist has recently discovered 
that music can be tasted. We had 
known a long time that some of it 
could be smelled. 


His Deduction 

The good ladies of the Civic League 
are figgering on erecting in the Public 
Square a monument to General Joggles, 
as soon as they can hooraw the 
necessary funds out of the rest of us,” a 
trifle pessimistically said the landlord 
of the Petunia tavern. 

“A most admirable movement” 
diplomatically returned the wash- 
ing machine agent. “ But,—er-h’m! 
—who is General Joggles?”’ 

“Aw, some feller that’s dead, I 
reckon.” 


The Inference 
‘ I ‘HE reason artists ever trace 
Each angel with a female face; 

Why every orator bedecks 

With sanctity the gentler sex; 
And poets apotheosize 
The ladies under heaven’s skies, 

Is not, perhaps, that they seem far 


Too blind to see them as they are, 


But that they would pay fealty 
To women, as they ought to be. 
Ralph M. Thomson. 





Annoixing 
BOIX from St. Croix 
Who accepted with joix 
A place as an invalid’s chauffeur 
Slowed up at all signs, 
Thus avoiding all figns, 


And was promptly dismissed as a lauffeur! 


—N. Parker Jones. 


Pail 
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A FIRELESS COOKER 








His wife 


Atalanta in Suburbia 
By WILLIAM LAIRD 
TALANTA, lamenting in bondage 
of death, 
If Minos, relenting, shall grant again 
breath, 
I challenge thee: race in Suburbia; come 
catch the 8:07 with Beth. 


In spite of thy speed, in spite of the 
fuss 
Greece made for thy meed, I'll back 
Beth for us, 
If only ye struggle as equals, if only 
thou run with her thus: 


Fetter thy feet with a skirt a la mode; 
Let heavy furs meet on thy 
bosom, and load 
Thy hair with a wonderful hat 
whereon uumerous plumes 
have been sewed. 


Victress she’ll be—I am certain 
of that. 
She flashes by me like a ball 
from a bat, 
As if I were ninety, not forty; 
asif I were crippled,not fat. 


Come then, and sun thee on 
earth yet again, 
Where Milanion won thee with =; 
fruit of such stain 
As I would I might roll by the feet j 
of the fleet as she whirls 
to the train. 


Ah, could I but make her 
mine, ere I’m old! 
Either o’ertake her, or snare - 
her and hold! . 
O Zeus! for the legs of Milanion! 
O Zeus! for the apples of 
gold! 


Something to worry about: 


Will your boy ever be as saintly 
as your wife’s first husband? 


John, run down stairs and get me a hair-pin ! 


From a Sinner’s Diary 

“|e pancakes and coffee 

of life are different 
after we have to make ’em 
and grind ’em. 

This is how one preacher 
I know sells tickets: ‘‘ What 
do you ladies do to always 
look so well and young?” 
I don’t catch her answer, 
but next he says, “Do you 
want to sign up right 
now?” 

Three women want me 
to start an old ladies’ home 
with them as_ charter 
members. They think I’m 
just as nice all the week 
as I am a little while Sunday. To prove 
to ’em I am I sha’n’t start it. 

Even though you shoot too far over, 
lower your sights and keep on. 

Somebody has to or go without. 

It’s most as cheap to do right unless 


you bungle upon the right lawyer. 
But in a hundred years what’ll it 
matter? 


Lucky they who can make themselves 
believe the cobweb of hope is the pearl 
cable of reality. (But can they?) 

Never put hold-backs on your josh. 
Let it run. It may get such a start it 
will carry you up grade sometime.— 
Lynette Freemire. 


-e—< 





Not a Rule of Reason 

A CERTAIN judge, whose reputa- 

tion for perspicacity is not ex- 
actly what it should be, has recently 
announced that he will consider no ap- 
plications for divorce wherein the wife 
fails to apply for alimony. He hints that 
failure to apply for alimony is prima 
facie evidence that the husband has 
O.K.’d the suit and will not contest 
it. 

His vagueness leaves the inquisitive 
reader in a most uncomfortable quandary. 
Does all of this mean that a man ought 
to be willing to pay for the privilege of 
being released from an; irksome yoke? 
Does it mean that unsatisfied wives should 
be more mercenary than they are? Does 
it mean that divorce should be granted 
only when one of the principals desires it? 
Does it mean that a yearning after ali- 
mony is the only just cause for the sepa- 
ration of two hearts that won’t articu- 
late? Or does it mean that grass widows 
without money and grass widowers with 
it are dangerous to the well-being of so- 
ciety? 

It is indeed to be regretted that the 
honorable judge did not give a more de- 
tailed exposé of the cerebral gymnastics 
that culminated in his interesting pro- 














nouncement. He leaves us hopelessly 
muddled and not a little nervous. 
—H.W. Dee. 
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A HINT? 


Proprietor: 


May I ask why you haf dose glasses your face on? 


Guest—Certainly; you see | am very hungry; these powerful glasses 


make your small portions seem larger. 











J 














' TB 
4 ~ 4 
MA. hei . 


The Parson—Too bad! too bad! another fine Sunday morning. 


He Who Would Be Obeyed Still Very Much Alive 
NCE upon a time there was a man who was plumb sick ‘She has a past.” 
and tired of seeing notices disobeyed. “Oh! Why doesn’t she bury it?” 
So he determined that he would put up some that would “Tt isn’t dead yet.” 


never be set at naught. 

In front of his tennis court he 
posted: 

“No fishing or bathing here.” 

On his piano he placed a placard 
reading: 

“Keep off the grass.” 

In front of his garage he put a sign- 
board saying: 

“‘Nohuntingorshooting allowed.” 

On his beehives he painted: 

“Keep out. This means you.” 

Beside the grated window of his basement he had the sign- 

writer stick a board reading thus: 
“Positively nb admittance.” 

And in the middle of the puddle where the geese and ducks 
conducted their aquatic sports, he stuck, after wading out to 
it, a ““No smoking” sign and a pair of crossed planks saying 
“Look out for the locomotive.” 

And everybody respected this wise man and did not do as 
his signs forbade. —Strickland Gillilan. 

















Julia 
HENAS in voiles my Julia goes, 

Till then, methinks, one scarcely knows 
The rarefaction of her clothes! 
And, when I raise my eyes and see 
Her tripping o’er the sunny lea; 
O, how her bravery taketh me! Milkman—It ain't my fault! They shouldn’t of went away 

—H.W. Dee. without tellin’ me! 
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LOVE 
A WESTERN MAID 
By CLINTON SCOLLARD 
, 


HE came (at least she said she came) 
From lands beyond the Mississippi; 
She had a pseudo-Grecian name 
Which she declared was not 
Xantippe! 
Her dress was wholly a /a mod: 
From tiny foot to budding 
bonnet; 
To see her was to dream an ode, 
Or else a serenade or 





sonnet. 


Her quips were cute enough to quote; 
Her azure eyes were most compelling, 
\nd in each perfumed note she wrote 
Chere was no doubt about her spelling. 
\ senator trailed in her train; 
She had no devotee devouter; 
\ judge from somewhere (maybe Maine!) 
Forever—ever hung about her! 


\nd she seemed sensible and sweet, 
\ddicted to no special hobby; 
Nymph-like she trod the city street 
And she looked lovely in a lobby 
I—I adored her for a span; 

Her beauty breathed a rare aroma 
rill I discovered that she ran 

\ Suffrage Club in Oklahoma! 


War Prosperity 
He—This war talk has made old Slopay quit« 
diplomat 
She—How so? 


He—He is sounding out all the banks of dis- 


count on an identical note 








AT FIRST SIGHT 


Benched 
She (coyly)—And what is the squeeze play? 
He (not on his job)—Why, at the game tomorrow I'll 
show you 
She—You needn’t save me any rain checks! 
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Husband—How about a nice steak, my dear? 


Wife—Oh, Alfred, not on my birthday. Let’s have something 
dearer and more indigestible! 
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SEEING AMERICA FIRST—2000 B. C. 
SOME PEOPLE YOU HAVE KNOWN Says J. Fuller Gloom 


F COURSE you’ve met Lucille. She’s all eyes and clothes - you believe in a personal devil you are it. 
and foolish notions about her “cases” and romance and The highest ambition of some men is to sue for damages. 


matrimony. She likes to talk glibly about her future and her Flapdoodle is continually trying to masquerade as 
temperament and the things she’s fitted for. reform. 
If properly encouraged she will confide that All the rest of us know how a rich man should spend 
she may go upon the stage, or that she may _ his money. 
marry a rich old bachelor, who has asked for It is unfortunate that enthusiasm and sense are so seldom 
her time and time again. on speaking terms with each other. 
Lucille is not old. She’s even younger When a grizzled bachelor hears a man referred to as a 





than her years. Her tongue is wont to break model husband he forthwith asks what is the matter with him. 
loose and run on without any orders from headquarters, giving , 

“ae : ; pertisicker § I 
vent to many deep-seated convictions that are largely im- be) in mis A | Hy 
promptu. She doesn’t know much yet, but she is going to find | ge | i y 
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out a whole lot in the next few years. 

Nor is Lucille going to be married as early in life as she 
imagines she is. She is sure to be disappointed a few times first. 
Later she’ll be more than ever disappointed in the hero she wed.. 
and he will have an uphill fight until she gives up and decide 
to be an ordinary mortal with an ordinary mortal’s experience* 

You may have guessed that Lucille has an indulgent father 
and a climbing mother who hasn't had time to attend to her own 
business. Lucille may not be altogether responsible—but that 
doesn’t make her any the less fatal. —H.W. De 
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Patriarchal Previousness 






Jones—Old Job got his dates mixed. He ought to have FA 


James—I don’t see how that would have helped his ee ha Zl /ifyidn iil 


been born after Gutenburg 





boils any. 
pee , ~ wes ‘ sh gail Friend—| suppose you'll name him after Washington? 
Jones—Don’t, eh? Think what a prominent citizen he Madame—Why no—you see we think Washington has 
would have been in the patent medicine ads! had honors enough. 
s 








“Say, Emma, | don’t feel up to a picnic today. 


AN INCONSISTENT PA 
By 8S. E. KISER 
OMETIMES when I go whoopin’ round and get the house 


upset 
Ma says I’m worse than any child she ever heard of yet; 
She frets because I make the rugs all crooked on the floor, 
And when I don’t hang up my clo’s, why then she frets some 
more, 
But pa says to her: ‘“‘What’s the use of bein’ worried so? 
It only shows he’s full of life—boys will be boys, you know.” 


When other boys pitch into me and try to bust my face 

If I fight back ma seems to think the fambly’s in disgrace; 

She thinks I ought to run away and be too proud to fight, 

So she can tell the fellows’ mas and let them set things right, 

But pa says: “Hit ’em back and let them see you've got the 
sand; 

Ma never was a boy, can’t understand.” 


you know, so she 


Ma thinks I ought to use more soap and hardly speak out loud; 

If I’d act like a little girl I guess that she’d be proud; 

She had a nervous break-down once—or purty near, at least, 

Because I et some powder which was “good for man and 
beast ;” 

Pa smiled when he found out, 
things? 

I'd hate to think a son of mine was gettin’ angel’s wings.” 


The other day, when I was in the bathroom all alone, 

I got pa’s razor out and tried to whet it on the hone. 

“Boys will be boys, you know,” ma said when pa was chasin’ 
me; 

“Don’t be disturbed; it only shows he has the sand, you see.” 

I wisht she hadn’t said it, though—pa caught me in the hall, 

And if he ever was a boy it didn’t help at all. 


and said: “Why fret about such 


The First Misstep 
“How long after you were married before your wife spoke 
crossly to your 
“She yelled at me the minute I stepped on the train.” 
“My goodness! What for?” 
“Well, you see, I tore off about four yards of it.” 





Couldn't we just soak a few sandwiches 
in lemonade and eat em’ here on the floor.” 





Flattered 
Grace—Can you tell her from 
her photograph? 
Mabel—Without the slightest 
difficulty. 


Dealing in Futures 
Daddy—We have started a 
savings account for the new 
baby. 
Uncle—Sort of a 
fund, eh? 


fresh heir 


Never Mind 
C. S.—Don’t you believe that 
mind controls matter? 
P. S—Not some 
matter. 


reading 


Unpreparedness 
Senator—Do you think we 
should let slip the dogs of war? 
Citizen—No, but I suppose we 
shall continue to let them slip. 
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Suburbanite—How I envy Brown and those other office fellows who wisely reside in the city 
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I wish I'd a little place in the country like that wise guy Jones. 


Cityman—Phew! 
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Husband—| wonder why our new boarder didn’t come to his dinner. 


Wife—lI don’t know. He took the dog early this 


morning and went to the creek fer a swim. I haven't seen him since. 


TWAS on Monday morn- 
ing when Mrs. Skeemer 
decided that she would 

have a new hat to wear to the 
matinee the next Saturday 
afternoon. It was on Monday evening that Skeemer 
found three of his favorite dishes on the dinner table and 
the dessert he liked best. 

It was on Tuesday morning that Mrs. Skeemer told him 
while brushing his hat that he was growing younger and better 
looking every day and that she was so glad he was not a “ great 
fat thing” like their next door neighbor. She used the whisk- 
broom on him saying that when a woman had as handsome a 
husband as she had she naturally wanted him to look his best. 

It was on Wednesday when she told him to invite his father 
and mother to dinner the next day and she would have the 
stuffed veal that his father liked so much and his mother’s 
favorite pie. She also wanted him to invite his Uncle Bill and 
his Aunt Maria, whom she despised as she despised few people 
on this earth. 

It was on Thursday when she asked him to bring some of 
“the boys” home to dinner with him the next night and she 
would have any dish or dishes he liked best and they could 
smoke in any part of the house. She also told him that he 
needed a new hat and she hoped he would get it that very day. 
She didn’t want /er good looking husband going around wearing 


es & 


a shabby hat. She agreed with 


THE EVOLUTION OF A HAT him that the new fancy waist- 


coat he had bought that day 
was a “beaut” while she in- 
wardly hoped that he would 
never wear it when she went out with him. She called him a 
“Billy boy” instead of “Will” when he went away and made 
him promise to turn at the corner and look back so that she 
could throw him a kiss. 

It was on Friday when she thrust a flower into his button- 
hole before he left home and asked him what dress he would 
like to have her wear when he brought “the boys” home 
with him that evening. She thanked heaven in his presence 
that her husband’s friends were also hers and she declared her 
intention of “spreading herself” on her dinner for them 
that evening. She asked if he could if he didn’t want to order 
some ginger ale or a little beer and she offered to make a Welsh 
rarebit before ‘the boys” went home. 

It was on Saturday morning when she remarked casually 
that she believed she would get her a new hat soon—the hat 
having been ordered the previous Wednesday—and Skeemer 
had said “‘ All right, Tootsie” and she wore the new hat to the 
“mat” that afternoon saying to the neighbor who went with 
her: 

“T didn’t think of getting another hat this summer but my 
husband thought I ought to have one.” 
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ANE LUCINDA has the fever which attacks her every 

spring; she is busy as a weaver, cleaning house like 
everything. She is busy in the garret, making floors as white 
as snow, and my dinner is a carrot that was cooked two weeks 
ago. Chairs are hanging on the fences, there are carpets on the 
trees, and I fear I'll lose my senses when I view such scenes 
as these. Oh, it makes my reason totter when I try to find 
my duds, and the floors are wet with water, and the parlor 
smells of suds. Jane Lucinda’s more than humming, with 
her scrubbing brush in hand, and I know that spring is coming, 
to refresh the jaded land. 

Now the gents who deal in autos cause us many jolts and 
jars, boring sad and weary voters with their tales of wondrous 
cars. How can any moral printer who has bumped like every- 
thing, buying coal throughout the winter, buy an auto in the 
spring? How can poets, mystics, sages save enough of good 
long green, from their slim and paltry wages to invest in gaso- 
line? But the auto men are spieling, and they chortle and 
they sing, and impart to us the feeling that we’re pretty close 
to spring. 

Now I toddle to my cabin, when the day of work is through, 
and, the evening paper grabbin’, think I'll read an hour or 
two. - For I’ve labored like the dickens, as my stern employer 
knows, and, while dusk around me thickens, I would have 
some sweet repose. Jane Lucinda sees me seated in my good 
old rocking chair, and, in language superheated, bids me 
hustle out of there. ‘‘Idleness I cannot pardon,” in a raucous 
voice she cries; “‘we must haste to make our garden ere the 
vernal season flies! See the neighbors, how they hustle, while 
you do not toil or spin! Get a hoe and rake, and rustle, for the 
night is closing in!’” I’m exhausted by my labors, bent and 
weary is my frame, and I cuss the bonehead neighbors who have 
brought me thus to shame. And this is the happy season that 
the batty poets sing—bards who have more rhyme than reason 

this, my countrymen, is spring! 

Spring its benison has carried to the young in every age; 
but when we are old and married—well, it puts us in a rage. 
For our wives are always finding forty ‘million things to do, 
forty million labors grinding, weary tasks we must pursue 

One good way not to make marriage more popular would 
be to make divorce less so. 


GEOQCULAR GEOGRAPHY 
(A Nonsense Song) 
By EDMUND VANCE COOKE 

BABE from Babylonia who was born in Borneo 

Met some little boys from Boise hoeing with an Idaho; 
They were on their way to Kankakee to catch a kangaroo, 
So they stopped at Allegeny for an alligator, too, 
Which was closely penned in Penn Yan, just inside the Kalama-zoo, 
A tiger from the Tigris and a rhino from the Rhine 
Were met at Table Mountain where they all sat down to dine. 
They sent a Montenegro, who could loop the Guadaloup, 
But all the hens were counted in the Henry County coop, 
So they made the cock from Cochran into Chickahominy soup. 


They baked their bread at Bakersfield with flour from Posey Co., 
And they served it up with cocoa which was fresh from Kokomo. 
Then the tiger from the Tigris tried to eat the Lambeth lamb, 
But found he had a horn too much upon the Rambo ram, 

And so he passed his plate and took a slice of Birmingham. 


The Rambo ram, he went to Sheepshead Bay and lost his fleece, 
And so the deer from Deering ran and called the Gallipolis. 
They got locked up with Florida Keys behind the Labrador, 
Where they danced a little Dantzig at the ball of Baltimore, 

To a tune on the Altoona, from the song of Singapore. 

They all took ship at Shippensburg and sailed the Waterloo, 
Where they all fell in the ocean as they tipped the Tippecanoe, 
So I wrote this with a pencil, from a Pennsylvania chap, 

Sitting in the Scilly Islands, in the middle of the map, 

And if it makes you feel like me, I think you Water Gap. 


Heiry Persiflage 
He—I am heir of all the ages! 
She—Well, you wouldn’t inflate so many tires, at that. 


Sorrow of Science 
Jennie—Gee, we’ve got company, and we’re goin’ to have 
swell eats. What you goin’ to have? 
Jamie—Oh, I guess ma’ll give us some more o’ her blame 
calories! 





“Look! Papa puts in little sticks with the names on to remind the 
seed not to grow up into the wrong thing!” 
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HORNLEY’S WIFE was still at her mother’s up in 
New England. He had returned from the _ west 
earlier than expected, and thought he would not 
break up her visit by wiring her. 
On the train to New Rochelle from New York 
Thornley found a number of friends, and at once projected a 
quiet poker game at his house for the evening. Two were 
lacking when Abingdon strolled along from the smoking 
compartment. 

“You'll sit in, old man, of course,’’ suggested Thornley, 
after explaining. 

“Why, yes, I’d like to,” was the reply, “but my wife’s 
brother is visiting us, you know.” 

“Bring him along. A stranger’s play lends piquancy to a 
game.”’ And so it was settled. 

Thornley went directly to the Yacht Club for dinner. 
Arriving home in good time he was admitted by a maid. Com- 
ing down from his room a little later he found a good-looking 
young Englishman in evening clothes. 

“Beg pardon, sir,” said the chap, “but I think I should 
introduce myself.” 

‘Abingdon spoke to me about you on the train. Name?” 

“Pinney, sir. I. sa 

“Make yourself at home, old man.” Thornley indicated 
cigars. “Where’s Abingdon? We’re going to play, you 
know.” 
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“Mr. Abingdon, sir? Then he must be along directly.”’ 

Pinney had declined the invitation to help himself to a cigar 
with a polite gesture. Evidently he didn’t smagke. 

“T understand you are a recent arrival,” queried Thornley. 

“Yes, sir. Been in this country but. .” A bell inter- 
rupted. 

“T think that’s Abingdon now,” said Thornley. Pinney 
had remained standing, and they moved toward the door to- 
gether, Thornley opening to Abingdon. 

“The party’s a bit slow arriving, eh?” said Abingdon, 
looking about, greeting Thornley, and nodding to Pinney as he 
put aside his hat and coat. The bell rang again. 

“There are the rest of the bunch, I’ll wager,” said Thornley, 
hurrying to the door. Pinney stood by diffidently as Thornley 
greeted four men who came together, but proved to be oblig- 
ingly helpful with the coats and hats. “Well, we’re seven. 
You play, of course,” said Thornley to Pinney. 

“T should rather—ah! What’s the game, sir?” 

“Poker.” 

oe Sl ee 

“Come! No excuses!” said Thornley, in a tone of finality, 
turning as the others disposed themselves about a table. 
Pinney sat in silently, but his manner was deprecatory. He 
said little as the game progressed, yet occasionally matched 
the constant poker patter of the others with an apt remark. 
His deferential manner seemed to bespeak the novice. He 


’ 





played negatively until late in the evening, when Thornley 
began to get badly stung. Then Pinney’s play picked up 
amazingly, though his verbal reticence continued in sharp 
contrast to the usual sarcasm of the losers. When they 
stopped he had everything in sight. 

“T wish I had such a genius in the family,”’ remarked Thorn- 
ley to Abingdon as the visitors were getting into their coats, 
Pinney helping here and there with scant responsive courtesy. 

“Oh, we all lose now and then,” was Abingdon’s cheerful 
retort as he left with all but Pinney, who, as Thornley took it, 
was for the moment in the brother-in-law’s bad book. 

“T wish to apologize, sir,” said Pinney to Thornley, “for 
coming out so flush.” 

‘Don’t mention it.”’ 

‘But will you not take this, sir?’’ Pinney extended a wad 
of money. 

‘Take it! You are foolish, young man!” And with a 
laugh Thornley hastily put Pinney into the only remaining 
coat and hat and pushed him toward the door. ‘ Remember 
me to your sister. Good night!” 

There was a light in the drawing-room as Thornley turned, 
and he knew it was his daughter Agnes and young Mr. Staleight. 

Good evening, children!” said he gayly, looking in. 

‘Did you win, papa?” asked Agnes. 

“Win! Why, Abingdon’s young brother-in-law, a slick 
chap he is, cleaned up!” And he went to bed. 

In the morning Thornley met Agnes in the hall as they 
were going in to breakfast. “‘ Did your mother get a line on a 
butler to replace poor old Marston before she left?” he asked. 

“Oh, yes! A find, really! You'll like him better and better 
the more you see of him. He’s young and good to look at, but 
I don’t just fancy his name.” 

“What is it? Perhaps he’ll change it for us!”’ 

“Pinney.” 

Good lord! There was a Pinney here last night in the 
smoking room—Abingdon’s brother-in-law—but he went with 
the rest at eleven.” 

Agnes gasped. “In Howard Staleight’s coat and hat! 
Howard couldn’t find them!” 

“What’s this?” asked Thornley, as they sat down to break- 
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Chorus of bathers—Hey, Billie, yer aint goin’ out already! 


Billie—Yep, maw only let me come ‘cause I promised to git back home in 


time to teke a bath before dinner. 
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Little girl -I’m helping you all | can, papa! 


fast, indicating a paper parcel beside his plate. He unwrapped 
it, disclosing a quantity of neatly folded bank notes and 
glanced up to see Pinney, looking somewhat self-conscious, 
coming in with the cantaloupe. 


Clothes Psychology 
WAS going to the city, so I picked my clothes with care, 
I wore my darling new silk frock, and curled my Titian hair. 
My shoes were new, and spotless quite, 
In fact, I looked exactly right, 
And I didn’t see a single soul I knew while I was there! 
I had a hurried errand on a day that looked like rain; 
In haste I donned a suit 'd never meant to wear again, 
Upon my head I thrust a hat, 
The weirdest thing in all the flat, 
That day I met my loving friends from York State clean to Maine! 
VWavis Linne Stevens. 


His Utter Degradation 

6¢¢ \H-YAH!” said ancient Riley Rezzidew, who isa scandalous 

old reprobate, anyhow. “‘ Tobacco is a slow poison—I’ve 
smoked it for more than fifty years, and, as I am still sticking 
around in the way, it is bound to be slow. It 
shortens life, too— I’d prob’ly be a hundred and 
one years old, right now, if I had never become a 
slave to the vile weed. It ruins the eyesight, but 
I have seen practically everything. It injures the 
brain, but as I have always cheered for the same 
brands of oratory that fooled my father and 
grandfather and voted ’er straight every time, I 
don’t need any brains. So I intend to go right 
ahead cutting myself off in the bloom of my 
second childhood and enjoying the comfort and 
content that only tobacco can give, and continue 
to smoke as long as I have the strength to strike 
a match and the pants to strike it on.” 


Life’s Perplexities 
He—Marriage is so perplexing, nowadays! 
She—It is, indeed! One’s divorces are so apt 
to turn out,badly that one almost wishes it were 
rulable to stick to one’s first husband. 


A Hunch 
She—What do you mean when you say you 
are on the right side of the market? 
He—The outside, generally. 
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66 HESE suburban. hotels are really outrageous places. 
A single woman like myself can never feel safe in 
them.” 


Mr. Jessup, a late arrival (having been ordered 

out of the city by his doctor for a rest over the 

week-end), looked up nervously from his New York Evening 
Post to see who the speaker might be. 

Two women, one in her thirties and the other younger, 
were seated on a leather divan opposite him. The elder and 
less attractive was doing the talking. To emphasize what she 
Was saying, she kept one hand on the listener’s wrist and leaned 
over close to her ear,—although the voice in which she spoke 
was hardly a still, small one. 

“All sorts of questionable people come here. Queer-acting 
women with their hair dyed, and all that.” 

“Really?” 

“Yes. I suppose you’ve been too taken up with your 
children to notice. But J’te watched them. As forthe men...” 

She lowered her voice to an excited whisper. 

“You don’t say so! I shouldn’t have dreamed of such a 
thing.” 

The elder shook her head dramatically and continued: 

“If you don’t believe me, look at the men around here. 
You can see they are just that sort. What did I tell you!” 

Mr. Jessup was staring. There was a magnetic unpleasant- 
ness about her, and his nerves were too much on edge to be 
indifferent to it. 

“Come, my dear,” said she, getting up stiffly. Giving 
him a look that was intended to put him in his place, she swept 


out of the room with all the panoply of embattled spinsterhood. 

Mr. Jessup gazed after her with antipathy. 

“Of all the confounded women!” he muttered. ‘Well! 
I shall certainly steer clear of her!” 

After a while he remembered he had forgotten to take a pill 
after dinner. He had left them up in his room. What a bore! 
He supposed he would have to go get them. 

Ascending in the elevator, therefore, he was soon making his 
way along one of those interminable bleak upstairs corridors 
through which the guest at any large suburban hotel is obliged 
to plod. As, still pursuing his course, he turned into the stretch 
known as the Northwest Wing, he nearly bumped into some- 
one. It was That Woman. 

He sidestepped hastily. So did she, in the same direction. 
Confused, he bobbed still more quickly in the opposite direc- 
tion. She parried as before. Her alarm and his exasperation 
were increasing. 

Changing his course again, he darted well out of the way, 
so as to leave her the entire passage, just as she, yielding to a 
sudden impulse of panic, fled to the wall. Only his quickly- 
uplifted arm broke the force of their collision. 

He started to murmur an apology, but she, construing it 
as a sinister communication, snatched herself from his clutches 
and fled precipitously out of sight. 

Mr. Jessup paused and gasped. This encounter had lasted 
only half a minute, yet, in his present state of nerves, it had 
completely upset him. Not wishing to run the risk of further 
misadventures, he retired to his room for the rest of the evening. 

About ten o’clock, finding himself not yet in a reposeful 
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Willie's idea of a munition plant. 


frame of mind, he decided that a hot bath would be advisable, 
to insure his sleeping. Unfortunately, however, his room 
(which was the only sort of accommodation he had been able 
to obtain on short notice) did not have a private bath attached. 
He would have to be content with the more democratic institu- 
tion known as Gentleman’s Showers, located some distance 
down the corridor. 

Accordingly, clad in a bathrobe of Turkish fuzz, he repaired 
thither, and was soon enshrouded in agreeable steam. He 
emerged from it feeling much better. In fact, as he started 
back to his room he felt soothed, quieted, at peace with the 
world. 

But when he laid his hand on his doorknob he experienced 
a shock. Not that it was electrified: it merely wouldn’t 
turn. It was one of those fatal self-locking contrivances that 
work freely on the inside but require a key on the outside. 
Mr. Jessup shook the door in impotent wrath. He looked up 
and down the corridor. Nobody in sight. 

Clasping his bathrobe modestly about him, he slip-slopped 
(for his mules would not admit of tiptoeing) to the turn of the 
hall and peered around it. Receding in the distance was a 
chambermaid. 

“Ssst! Chambermaid!” he called. 

Now this particular chambermaid happened to be a little 
rosy-cheeked country lassie of seventeen, who had been taken 
on because of the rush season and was doing her first day’s 
work. Her mother, mindful of the snares that beset a young 
person in this world of iniquity, had admonished her with 
solemn warnings. Consequently, when little Beulah (for that 
was her name) became aware that an unconventionally-clad 
man was following her down the hall, she took care to increase 
her speed. The more he called and beckoned, the faster sh« 
hurried. 

“Stop a moment, I say! I want to speak to you!” called 
Mr. Jessup, still pursuing her. 

She broke into a run. On down the corridor they sped, she 


scuttling along and he snowshoeing madly, relentlessly after 
her. But even the. longest corridor has an end. Beulah, 
fleeing half blindly, suddenly found herself confronted by a 
wall and window. The next instant, her pursuer caught up 
with her. 

“Listen to me!” he cried excitedly. 

“Lemme lone! I'll tell the manager on you! = I’ll scream!” 

“Listen to me, I tell you! I’m locked out of my room, and 
I want you to let me in.” 

But Beulah, imagining the purport of his words to be 
wicked, had covered her ears with her hands, so that she might 
“hear no evil.” Mr. Jessup expostulated and gesticulated in 
vain. 

All at once he caught sight of a bunch of keys hanging at her 
belt. 

“Here! Give me those!” he cried, stretching out his hand. 

She squirmed out of reach. 

“T’lL have to fake them, then,” he said grimly; and he lunged 
forward to grab them. 

She screamed. 

Doors opened, heads were poked out, people in various 
stages of day or night costume began to arrive on the scene. 
A pompous-looking woman in evening dress demanded: 

“How dare you annoy that girl!”’ 

“You ought to be ashamed of yourself!” added others. 

A lone man in the background remarked waggishly: 

Caught this time, old boy!” 

Mr. Jessup boiled, sizzled, and spluttered. Rage made him 
red in the face. 

“T should think he wou/d blush!” 

At last Mr. Jessup found utterance. “Since you’re so 
interested in my affairs,”’ he blurted savagely, “will you kindly 
make this chambermaid let me into my room. I’m locked out.” 

“A likely story!” 

“Does he expect us to believe trumped-up excuses like 
that?” 

But this time the chambermaid had heard him. The truth 
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Pup —My master certainly is good to fix such a nice 
soft place for me to bury bones in. 
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Isn't this an awful high bridge to fish from? 


of the situation began to dawn on her. She giggled. Some of 
the spectators also began to snicker, but the majority remained 
severely solemn,—levity, in their eyes, being decidedly out of 
place in such a serious matter. 

“Where is your room?”’ tittered Beulah. 

“Yes, where do you belong?” demanded the Guardians of 
Virtue. 

Mr. Jessup glared. He was about to deliver a piece of his 
mind, but then decided not to. 

“This way!” he snapped. And, securing his toga with a 
tighter grip, he led off at a swift pace. Beulah followed in his 
wake, half giggling and half panting. She who had been the 
breathless pursued, was not the breathless pursuer. And after 
her at a dignified distance came the Guardians of Virtue. 

“We'll protect you,” they cried. ‘And we'll find out 
whether he’s telling a straight story.” 

Certain remarks which they volunteered were not calculated 
to restore Mr. Jessup to equanimity. Neither was the ten- 
dency of his bath mules to escape from his feet conducive to 
this end. He saw red,—in so far as he saw at all. 

“Here!” he snorted at last, designating a door. 

His fierceness made her tremble. Timorously she took her 
pass key and unlocked the door. He strode in and closed it. 





PROLONGING THE PLEASURE 


Yes, but, Gosh! Think of the fun I have pulling ‘em out! 


r Aj 





—- 





In that moment an instinct of self-preservation took hold of 
her. She gave the key, which she had not yet withdrawn from 
the lock, a quick double-turn. Now she was safe. The 
Guardians of Virtue, reaching the spot by this time, extolled 
her precaution. 

Meanwhile Mr. Jessup had no sooner got inside, than his 
astonished nostrils were greeted by a strong smell of perfume. 
Turning quickly, he cast a hasty glance about the room. It 
was not his. And directly in front of him, clad in a pink 
peignoir and holding up a chair in self-defense, stood That 
Woman. : 


Unprejudiced 
Hobbs—I can’t see how anybody can be prejudiced about the 
European war. 
Dobbs—I should say not! Why, think what would happen 
if the other fellows should win! 


Sidestepping 
Wife—Here’s a girl eloped with a bald-headed man three 
times her age. What next! 
Husband—Already bald-headed, eh? Do the girls nowadays 
want their wifely duties all predigested? 
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By CYRII 


™ HERE’S fun in it, and I rather liked it,” said the Tired 
Business Man after a view of ‘Pals First,’ addressing 

the Critic, “though some of you wise ones slated it gently.” 
“Then you went to see it in spite of ad- 

*; verse notices?” 

2 “You said it. But primarily I went to 
enjoy Tom Wise. He never fails to amuse 
me. By the way, you fellows don’t always 
measure public taste, do you?” 

““No one can gauge public taste.” 
“That’s some job in other fields than the 

theatre.”’ 

“You were attracted by Tom Wise, as many 
are. And still =others—particularly 
women —like to see William Courtenay 
And the play is popular—or 
popular Analysis will 

Ds prove anything about it. ‘Pals First’ 

many inconsistencies, many. absurdities, from 
the viewpoint of logic—dramatic logic. But it gets over. It 
flies in the face of one dramatic tradition, long believed in, but 
lately violated, that you must not fool your audience. It 
fools its audiences, for up to the final moment none of them 
suspect that Danny, the supposed burglar or knight of the 
road, is really the heir to the mansion he and his pal invade 
and from which he left in search of health two years before. 

\ lot is taken for granted, and comedy rocks the audience at 

times so that incongruities are forgotten.” 

“Well, it is well acted.” 

“And that is another reason. It really is well acted. 
Wise as Dominic again displays the unction of the true come- 
dian; Courtenay is equal to all his part demands; Ann Mac- 
Donald is attractive as the girl in the case; Auriol Lee has the 
charm of the old southern gentlewoman; and it is a long time 
since better negro characters than the Uncle Alex and the Aunt 
Caroline of Harry Lewellyn and Marion Kerby—particularly 
that of the latter—have been shown in a play.” 

“Well—I don’t think the dramatic traditions make much 
difference to me,” remarked the Tired Business Man thought- 
fully. ‘You see, I don’t know an awful lot about ‘em; so 
that when they are violated, as you say, I don’t know it till 
someone tells me about it. It’s just as I said—lI enjoyed the 
play a lot, mainly, I'll admit, on account of Tom Wise, but still 
because of the play itself. And so I don’t just see where your 
cherished traditions come in.”’ 

rhe Critic was about to say something violent, but he re- 
strained himself. 

“As a matter of fact, if the traditions are violated, you 
would not like the play, though you wouldn’t know why 
People never notice things that are present. Things that are 
attract their attention. The carefully worked-out 


others 


seems to be 


because it is. not 


has 


Tom 


absent 
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principles of play-writing mean nothing to the audience; but 
if those principles were not adhered to there would be a terrible 
outcry. So you see that even though you don’t know the 
principles of dramatic construction they are necessary for your 
enjoyment of the play.” 

“All very well—but how about musical comedy, or light 
opera? Take ‘Eileen’ for instance. I liked that pretty well; 
but it was the songs that pleased me, mostly.” 

“There are certain well-recognized principles of musical 
comedy,” replied the Critic. ‘‘Among them I may mention 
the fact that it is absolutely necessary to drag in the particular 
song-hit which is to ‘make’ the show by its figurative neck. 
I have yet to see a hit introduced naturally, the reason probably 
being that the hit, when written, had nothing to do with the 
musical comedy. As for light opera, since the days of Balfe 
and Gilbert and Sullivan there has been a slight decline. I 
suppose it is making invidious comparisons to think of ‘The 
Bohemian Girl’ or ‘The Mikado’ in connection with ‘Eileen’; 
and still, there seems to be no reason why such comparisons 
should not be made, odious though they may be to the pro 
prietors of the later production. * Eileen’ has some good music, 
a few clever lyrics, a weak plot and a number of timeworn 
jests. There is no reason why it should not have a successful 
run; on the other hand, there is no particular reason why it 
should.” 

“Oh, come now! I know you don’t like musical comedy 

“But I do like light opera!’ retorted the Critic. “I am 
very fond of light opera; I go to hear light opera whenever the 
chance presents itself; my wife likes light opera; so I cannot 
be accused of reporting passively on ‘ Eileen’ because I do not 
like the medium. I repeat, 1 see no particular virtues in 
‘Eileen’, nor do I see any particularly glaring faults. Hence, 
I am non-committal.”’ 

“But you shouldn’t be non-committal! What on earth do 
you pose as a Critic for, if you’re not going to express an opinion? 
I want to find out what you think about a play, and you say 
you’re non-committal! That’s a fine state of affairs, I must 
say!” 

‘I am non-committal in this case,”’ replied the Critic, ‘ be- 
cause if the piece had a record 
run you'd have the laugh on 
me, and if it came off soon I'd 
have the laugh on you. You 
could say it was good, or I 
could say it was bad—and we'd 
both be wrong.” 

‘“*What’s the answer, then?” 
queried the Tired Business Man. 

“Ask the man behind the 
little window in the lobby,” 
replied the Critic. 
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Handwerker (in der Reptilienhandlung)—Zu dumm! 
Ich wollte den Laden ausmessen, und habe meinen 
Zolistock vergesse a! 

Commis—Hier, nehmen Sie diese Riesenschlange, die 
ist genau zwei Meter lang! 

Workman (in reptile shop)—I wanted to 
measure the shop but forgot my meterstick. 

Clerk—Here, take this snake. He is 
exactly two meters long.—Lustige Blaetter 
(Berlin). 





Herr —Warum wuetend, Herr Panschmeyer? 

Weinhae ndler ‘De nken Sie sich nur diese Frechheit 
von unserem Buerge: Setzt der Kerl beim 
gzestrigen Festesse : Z Linken den Chemiker 
Doktor Alkali, zur "Rect hten den Direktor der Wasser- 
werke und mir gegenueber den Staatsanwalt. 











Gentleman—W hat are you in such a rage 
about, Herr Panschmeyer? 

Vine merchant—Just imagine our mayor’s 
nerve! At the banquet yesterday he put 
Dr. Alkali, the chemist, on one side of me 
and the manager of the water works on the 
other, and the District Attorney opposite! 
Fliegende-Blaetter (Munich). 
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In Genteel Society 
Wife—Use the tongs in ’ere, William, for 
the sugar. 
Husband (surprised)—W’y! ’Tain’t ot, 
is it?-—Passing Show (London). 








The young customer—Please I want a had- 
ick. 

The fishmonger—A Finnan? 

The young customer—No, a fick ’un!— 
Sketch (London). 











‘Enfin, vous sentez-vous capable de 
secrétaire?’ 

“Oh! je vous crois: v'la quinze ans que j'travaille 
comme ébéniste! 

“So you think yourself capable of making 
a good secretary?” 

“Oh, yes! I’ve been a cabinet-maker for 
fifteen years!””—Le Rire (Paris). 





‘Ziag koa so Jang’ s G’sicht, Kamerad—i muasz mit 
der Seif spar'n! 


The Noxious Weed 


The wife of his bosom—I wish you wouldn’t “Don’t make such a long face, comrade— 
smoke in the flat, Herbert, it will flavor the I must be sparing with the soap!” 
vegetables.—Passing Show (London). Meggendorfer Blaetter (Munich). 
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In New York Theatres 
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Square Garden 


wen 
t h ype lessly grown 
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Big Show—The Hippodrome. The 
melange of marvels, with Annette 
added attraction 

Bosom Friends—Harris. A play by Frank Mandel 
with a cast including John Mason and Irene Fenwick 

Brat, The—Harris. A clever comedy written and played 
by Maude Fulton 

Canary Cottage—Morosco. Rather ordinary 
comedy with some relieving bright spots 

Case of Lady Camber, The—Lyceum. Mystery 
by H. A. Vachell, featuring Lyn Harding 

Century Girl, The—Century. A tremendous variety- 
show, with Elsie Janis, Sam Bernard, Frank Tinney 
and many other favorites 

Cheating Cheaters—Eltinge. Thrills and laughter 
mixed in a combination melodrama and comedy 
Marjorie Rambeau at her best 
‘olonel Newcome—New Amsterdam. Sir Herbert Tree 
in a dramatic adaptation of Thacker: uy s novel 

Come Out of the Kitchen—Geo. M. Cohan's. Ruth 
Chatterton in a charming role in a play of ups and 
downs—chiefly ups 

Das Konzert and Repertoire—Irving Place. German 
plays presented by an excellent stock company 

Disraeli—Knickerbocker. George Arliss in his greatest 


Kellermann as an 


musical 


drama 


success 


Eileen—Shubert. Romantic comic opera with some 
clever lyrics 
Fugitive, The—3oth St Emily Stevens in Galsworthy’s 


strong play 

Her Soldier Boy—Astor. Clifton Crawford and Adek 
Rowland in a very pleasing musical comedy 

Honor System, The—Lyric. William Fox presenting 
R. A. Walsh's film drama 

Johnny Get Your Gun—Criterion. Rather amusing 
farce, wherein East and West meet, happily for both 

Kiss for Cinderella, A—Empire. Maude Adams play 
ing J. M. Barrie's irresponsib le dream-comedy. 
thoroughly delightful performance 

Lilac Time—Republi A wartime play of, by, 
Jane Cow! 

Love o' Mike— Maxine E! A\ 
and a number of very pretty girls, 
enjoy: able 

Man Who Came Back, The—Playhouse. A a 
tale of success against odds, with Henry Hull and 
Mary Nash in the stellar roles 

Vju—Bandbox. Gloomy but out-of 
from the Russiar 

Nothing But the Truth—Longacre. William Collier de- 
picting most vividly the troubles of a man who can- 
not tell a lie 

Oh, Boy!—Princess 
house and Jerome 

Our Better Hudsor 
with Crystal Herne 

Out There—Globe. A new war play. one of the series 
by Hartley Manners for Laurette Taylor 

Pals First—Fulton. A comedy by Lee Wilson Dodd 
featuring Thomas A. Wise and William Courtenay 

Show of Wonders—Winter Garden. A tired business- 
man medley of songs, girls and remarkable sceni 
effects 

Successful Calamity, A—Booth. A drama 
Kummer in which William Gillette plays up 
old time form 

Thirteenth Chair, The 
drama of murder and mystery, 
cast with Margaret Wycherly starring 

Turn to the Right—Gaiety A comedy 
country and peach jam. Altogether a 
performan € 

U pstairs and Down—Cort A drama of life above-and 
below-stairs, with some pleasing situations and one ir 
particular that is not so pleasing 

Very Minute, The—Belasco. A play by John 
featuring Arnold Daly 

Wanderer, The—Manhattan Opera House. A spectac 
ular presentation of the story of the prodigal son 

Washington Square Players—Comedy. An wunusua 
company presenting a new bill of unusual one-ac 
plays ell worth visiting 

Willow Tree, The—Cohan & Harris. A fantastic play 
of far Japan by Benrimo and Harrison Rhodes 

You're in Love—Casino. Otto Hauerbac ch and Rudolp! 
te combir ning to produce a dainty musical comedy 
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-the-ordinary play 


A musical comedy by P. G. Wode- 


Kern 
A pl ay 


by Somerset Maugham, 


4 
by Clare 


to his 


y8th Street A thrilling melo- 
performed by a good 


of crooks and 
very pleasing 


Meehan 


He Is 
Editor—Was the 
Club unanimous? 


meeting of the Poets’ 


Reporter—Yes, the I’s seemed to have it. 
Preparedness 
Senator—Don't you think that the 


country should spring to arms? 
Citizen—Not until it arms to spring. 


Genealogy All Balled Up 
He—She 
very well 
She—Can you 
You see, he’s his 
her father’s daughter. 


doesn’t manage her husband 
blame _ the girl? 


mother’s son and she’s 


poor 


isual Hippodrome 


| 


An English One-Act Play 


As Some Americans Believe They Are Wr'tten) 


Scene—The interior of the Pall Mall Club, 
Charing Cross Station, Westminster, Sussex, 
England. 

(Cholly is discovered in a luxurious leather 


chair, stirring a drink, wearing white spats, and 
adjusting his monocle. Reggie enters, smoking 
a banquet cigarette, wearing a silk hat, and 
adjusting his monocle.) 

Reggie—Aw, my word, old chap. 


Cholly—Aw, bah jove, old fellow. 
Reggie—I say, my deah boy, I had a most 
blooming extraordinary—aw—experience on 


my way heah this afternoon, doncha know, old 

chap. 
Cholly—Aw, 

deuced, old top. 


really? Blooming, blawsted, 


Reggie—Haw. 
Cholly—Aw. 
Reggie—You know, old fellow, | was passing, 


bah Jove, an hotel, you know, and theah, on the 
door, my word, was a bit of a sign saying: haw, 
“pull,” bah Jove. 


Cholly—My word. 
Reggie—Haw. So, my deah boy, I pulled 
the bally door, you know, bah Jove. And 


theah, old fellow, 
cawn’t you see? 


I was in the blawsted lobby, 


Cholly—Bah Jove, clevah, you know, deuc- 
edly clevah! 

Reggie—But, my deah boy, having no bally 
reason to stay theah, doncha know, I was 
extraordinarily nonplussed, bah Jove, as to 
what—aw—to do, old fellow. 


Cholly—Righto, old top, a bit of a boah, aw 
deucedly boahsome, you know, one’s being non- 
plussed in a beastly lobby, bah Jove. 

Reggie—Theahfore, my deah chap, I—aw 
looked at the extraordinary door from the in- 
side, you know, and theah, silly awss, was a bit 
of a sign saying: aw “push,”’ doncha know. 

Cholly—My word, clevah! 

Reggie—And so, deah boy, I—aw 
pushed the wretched thing, doncha 
bah Jove. 


my word, 
know, 


Cholly—1 say, deucedly ripping, aw, beastly 
ripping! 
Reggie—And then, my deah fellow, theah I 


was, bah Jove, outside the extraordinary place 
again, cawn’t you see? 
Cholly—I say, old chappie, deuce.l, blawsted! 


Reggie—Haw, rathah clevah, doncha know? 
Cholly—Aw——Waitah! 
Curtain. Sauib. 


What I Dreamed 
O THE very center of things I went 
The point round which the systems 
flame 
And asked of a prominent resident 
To show me the Earth, from which I came. 


“‘[ never heard of the Earth,” said he, 
“But here is a chart with the planets all. 
You'll find it there undoubtedly, 
But better look is probably 
small.”’ 
No Earth was named on the mammoth lists, 
But I found a dot with a label nigh: 
‘This Sphere is owned by the Autoists.” 


close—it 


‘That’s it! Hurrah for the Earth!” 
cried + 
Walter G. Doty. 
Don’t Expect It 
It isn’t necessary for the men to be very 


truthful to the because the women 


don’t expect it. 


women 
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The Smile of 








Super 





Health and Power 








You can’t smile wholly, fully, sincerely, if your heart or liver, stomach or nerves 


are not completely alive, healthy and co-operating with your brain. 


You can’t 


‘smile unless you can take your full share of pleasure and success without noticing 


mental or physical exhaustion. 


By W. W. WASHBURN 


N my way to California, I met a crowd of my old friends. 

I was down and out, physically, mentally and person- 

ally. I had lost my nerve. I had lost my business sense. 

I feared to let go of a dollar because I did not believe it 
would ever come back to me. I was afraid to invest in government 
bonds for fear that somebody would.change the government and 
in some manner I would lose my money. I was afraid of my own 
shadow. I was afraid of my friends. I was afraid of everything. 
| could not eat a moderate meal. I could digest practically nothing. 
Doctors had me living on food that seemed to me only fit for sick 
infants. [had nopleasures. I neversmiled. I had nohope. I had 
constipation, indigestion, stomach acidity, anemia, nervous pros- 
tration, weakness all over. I was going to California because | 
was sent there by my doctors who believed it would ease my mind 
and also ease my wife’s anxiety. 
While passing through Wyoming, just west of Cheyenne, we 
passed a cemetery. It is strange what thoughts flash through a 
sick man’s mind when he passes a cemetery. We were all seated 
in the observation car, some of us were talking while others were 
reading, and I had in my hand a copy of the Saturday Evening 
Post. Among other things which seemed to have no interest for 
me, | read an advertisement and an announcement, promising 
superior health, confidence, virility, youth, strength, a healthy 
stomach, superior kidneys, a new heart—in short, super health and 
mind power. Ordinarily I would have paid no attention to it, 
but every word sounded so sincere that I decided to write for more 
particulars. I said to my friends that I would become interested, 
and that I believed that here was something radically different, 
that there was something that sought to make you better from 
within instead of attempting to benefit you by putting something 
into your system from without. After showing this momentary 
burst of confidence and hope, my friends all laughed. 
They were all healthy. At least, they thought they were. They 
could laugh. But, on my part, I was serious. I made up my mind 
to write a postcard which I did. In a few days I obtained the 
information for which I was looking. Never in my life did I read 
such a book as was sent to me. It gave me a clearer insight into 
my own human condition than all the doctors I had consulted. 
It gave me more information about myself than I secured all 
through my college years. 
| learned that there were 25,000 followers of Swoboda in New York 
City. I discovered that there were 12,000 in Chicago—15,000 in 
Philadelphia—7,000 in Boston—5,000 in Pittsburgh. I discovered 
that there were 25,000 in England. I discovered that in all there 
were over 262,000 followers of this man who had devoted his life 
to making other people healthy and happy. 
I also received the most wonderful guarantee of satisfaction I have 
ever read. It made me the sole judge of whether or not I was 
benefited. It asked me to give up nothing that I wanted to do. 
There was nothing objectionable about the proposition at all. 
here were no cold tub baths, electricity or massage—no dieting, 
no deep breathing, no apparatus of any kind. There was nothing 
to take internally. There was no violent exercise. It required 
no drugs or medicines of any kind. 
lhe whole thing was as clear as a bell. The book explained how 
the body is made up of billions of tiny cells—how our health 
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depends entirely on the condition of these cells. It showed that by 
consciously energizing every cell, tissue and organ in the body, 
health, strength, power, ambition, must inevitably result. It 
showed that it was totally unnecessary for anyone to take less than 
his full share of pleasure and success. It showed the close relation- 
ship between physical health and mental energy. 

Page after page I read. I was fascinated. I read the statements of 
some of the 262,000 people who had adopted SWOBODA’S System 
of Conscious Evolution. I had tried practically everything. I 
was on my way to California almost as a last resort. Since there 
was nothing that could possibly hurt me—and since I was risking 
absolutely nothing in view of the startling guarantee sent to me, I 
grasped the opportunity as a drowning man grasps a life-preserver. 
When the first instructions arrived I tried them at once. The 
first five minutes I began to feel better. The next day I devoted 
a few minutes longer to the instruction. In an amazingly short 
time, I became well, strong, vigorous, manly. I developed every 
desirable characteristic; I even discovered that in Conscious Evo- 
lution not only the physical and physiological forces are modified, 
amplified, and thus highly organized, but that the personality is 
intensified; and that through Conscious Evolution not only imme- 
diate results of a wonderful character were accomplished for me, 
but that I also obtained an ultimately permanent advantage in 
the form of higher consciousness, a more intense consciousness. 

In the realization of this fact, I looked back to that observation 
car way out in Wyoming when I gave expression to my hope, in 
seeing the announcement in the Saturday Evening Post of Con- 
scious Evolution, and I wonder how many unfortunate human 
beings neglected to write for the literature offered free. 

Fate chuckles in her sleeve at many a man and woman who 
believe themselves smart, and highly efficient, and who fail to con- 
sciously evolutionize because they are satisfied. Fate laughs at 
many an individual who laughs at the idea of creative evolution. 
If you want to smile, if you want unusual health, unusual vitality, 
unusual living power, unusual pleasure obtaining power, unusual 
youth, unusual thought power, get that booklet of Swoboda’s as 
I did. It will enlighten you. It will educate you. It will show you 
that what you think is health is only sickness. 

Regardless of how young you may feel, of how efficient you may 
think you are—regardless of how active, energetic and alert you 
may consider yourself—regardless of how healthy, wealthy, 
or successful you may be, you cannot afford, in justice to yourself, 
to miss the interesting and instructive secrets explained for the first 
time in this startling new book. 

A mere reading of “Conscious Evolution” will so fill you with 
enthusiasm and ambition, that you will not rest until you have 
yourself acquired the Swoboda kind of health and energy by cul- 
tivating and revitalizing intensively every cell, tissue, and organ in 
your own system. Write a letter or a postal card and mail it today. 
Even if you gain but one suggestion out of the 60 pages you will 
have been repaid a thousandfold for having read it. I urge you by 
all means not to delay, not to say, “I’ll do it later,’ but to send 
NOW, while the matter is on your mind. Remember, the book is 
absolutely free for you to keep—there is no charge or obligation 
now or later. Write NOW. Address ALOIS P. SWOBODA, 
2042 Aeolian Bldg., New York City.—Adv. 
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The Whiskey for which we invented the Non-Refillable Bottle In the North it would have been ignored as trivial. But in North Caroling, _ Bu 
it proved a boomerang. a 
FREE CLUB RECIPES—Free booklet of famous club recipes for Its appearance so lashed to fury a locally eminent judge that he delivered | | °"'" 

; ; = = 2 - -- — ° against it a diatribe so scathing that he at least considered woman suffrage 
mixed drinks. Address Wilson, 315 Fifth Ave, N. Y. That's All! a a ; - : wome 

. in North Carolina as dead as a door nail. But the unexpected happened. 

And the tale of how the lofty judge fell from his pinnacle tripped up by | 

his own ardor; of how his indictment of suffrage resulted in a group of “H 
influential women joining the suffrage ranks before the echoes of his speech «KS 
had died on the legislative air; of how the suffrage leaders made him the Date! 
laughing stock of the community by publicly asking him for a copy of his = 
speech for use as a swift maker of suffrage advocates: All this was sent Bitters 
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CUM 


direct to Judge in recognition of the fact 
that its open door policy plus its hundred 
thousand or more circulation made it the 
medium par excellence when glad tidings 
were to be communicated from the suffragists 
of any state to the suffragists of all states. 
Legs for Women 

HERE is nothing that society has been 
T so loath to face as the fact that women 
have legs. Even to mention them has been 
for the modest soul to blush. He, or she, 
haltingly substitute the 


has been wont to 
leaving it to the 


vague appellation “limb,” 
hearer to infer whether it was a woman or a 
tree that formed the subject of conversation. 

Doughty Amelia Bloomer made a valiant 
protest and died leaving her name to a 
bifurcated garment that nobody would 
wear. Rainy-Day clubs of women protested 
against dragging wet and dirty skirts through 
the mud merely because society would not 
face the fact that women had legs. 

But it was not the rainy-day clubs or the 
sanitary appeal that brought the short walk- 
ing skirt—it was the bicycle. The god of 
progress always lurks in the machine. And 
what the bicycle began the munition factory 
is completing. 

And fashion as the handmaiden of pre- 
paredness has come to the rescue of waddling 
womanhood with the slit and the split and 
the short—oh, so short !—skirt. Pious souls 
turn their shocked eyes away, but in the 
face of the enemy no one stops to ask if 
anything is in accord with the customs of 
our ancestors. A custom that hampers 
efficiency gets kicked out of the way. 

So it comes that the real picking 
women this spring has been the winning of 
the right to legs even more than the right 
The same paper that printed the 

winning of woman suffrage in 
Ontario contained an even more epoch- 
making statement to the effect that 1100 
women in one St. Louis factory appeared on 
that day for the first time in overalls; that 
they were overjoyed at the freedom and the 
pockets; and that, from that time on, the 
making of overalls would be 
recognized as a legitimate part of the cloth- 
ing industry,—in short, would no 
longer blink the fact that women have legs. 


for 


to vote. 
wonderful 


for women 


society 


Facts Versus Theory 
WARDEN of a certain 
scanned the thousand or 

mates and noted a few straggling women. 
Speaking at many uplift meetings he also 
scanned his audiences and noted how few 
and straggling were the men. 

But he strict party 
went stoutly to the polls and _ voted 
against the woman suffrage amendment, 
because, as he sgid, the vote of the bad 
Women would ruin the country. 


penitentiary 
more in- 


was a man and he 


Surface Indications 
“He has a head like a billard ball.” 


“Surface measurement or cubical con- 
tents?” 
es ee 





A She rbet is is made t asty and delightful by using Abbott's 
Bitters. S; ample of bitters by mail, 25 cts. in stamps. & w. 
Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md Adv.) 

















Scene: Pullman Smoking Compartment. 
Judge Kirkland and Lawyer Roberts con- 
tinuing a conversation begun at dinner. ) 


1 





Judge: ‘‘Well, this business of selling 
direct-by-mail throt ughout the country 
is surely very popul ar with t he public.” 

Lawyer ‘Yes, but some of my clients 


local mer- 
find some 


say that in the interest of 
chants the States ought to 
way to check it 


Judge: “‘I don't see why they should 





check it or how they an do it. Selling 
merchandise is ar te business 
I can sell and you can buy in the best 
market — rever it is. What can a 
State do. al at it?” 

Lawyer: “You re probably right, I'll 
admit. The States can't very well put 


the *kibosh’ on legitimate interstate 
busin ess. 

Judge: *‘Certainly not 
not hold up arbitrarily any direct-by- 
mail transaction, such as the payment 


of life-insurance premiums by mail. 


The States can- 





Lawyer: ow’'s that 
Judge: a olicies are written for people, 
‘direct,’ ver the country, and have 







years The United States Su- 
‘ourt has decided unanimously 
isu » premiums on such 
» exempt from State taxes. 
and charges also 





polic 1eS a 
The usual license-fees 
That tells the story. 
take 
are 


do not apply. All this helps policy- 
holders.”’ 

Lawyer: “I suppose 

Postal Life?” J 

Judge: “Yes, that Company hasn't any 

agents and never has had. The 

t trect, personal or by 


you refer to the 


i letter. 


appli- 





1% 


Dividends Guaranteed 
in your Policy and the 
Usual Contingent 
Dividend Paid Besides 











The method is g£oO0 dd comm< mm sense as 
well as sar ictioned by law. 

Lawyer (laughing): ‘Guess you're right. 
I wrote the Postal once myself just to 
find out how the Company did business, 

r followed it up. 

‘*I go you one better: 








but never 
Judge (laughing): 


Thoughtful insurers like-Judge’Kirkland 
olicies with the Postal and not only hold on to them but 
isposed to take new insurance, while those like Lawyer 


Roberts, who at first write out of curiosity, at last find they 
can save money by taking a Postal Policy and they do it. 


Find Out What 
You Can Save 


ly write ar id say: 


In your letter 
1. Your full name. 





be st 


i take advantage of Postal benefits and economies. Call 
a, insurance 
t ive 


particulars as mentioned in JUDG 


2. Your occupation. 


3. The exact date of your birth. 


} 








You will receive 
New York State Ins 
10 agent will be sent 
you deal direct. 


PostaL LIFE Sinemet ComMPANY 


on official 
ows iting places you ur 


based 


reports regi arly 


Itant ce yMMission-savings 


WM. R. MALONE, President 


511 Fifth Avenue, cor. 43d St. 


at the C ompany ’s 


filed with the 
ciel r no obligation and 
go to you because 


New York 


“Life Insurance 
Without Agents 
is a Distinct 
Public Service” 


=) 


Postal Life Method Sanctioned by 
the United States Supreme Court 


Timely Talk on a Vital Subject 


I not only wrote them, but took a 
policy nine or ten ye: ars ago and have 
c arried it ever since. 

Lawyer: ‘‘How's the cost?”’ 

Judge: ‘‘Lower than in other companies 
for the same kind of insurance—legal 
reserve—and besides that they give me 
a free medical examiné ation each year 
just so I can keep in trim. 

law yer: ‘*That’s pretty good. You live 
in Idaho and deal with a New York 
Company by mail. Did you ever look 
it up?" 

Judge: *‘Only to know that it is chartered 
and licensed by New York State, whose 
laws are very strict, but I called on 
them when I was East a while ago. 
ihey're in their new building now on 
Fifth Avenue,’ 

Lawyer: “So I hear. Believe I'll write 
them to figure on a policy for me." 

Judge: *‘ Don't think you could do better. 
Life insurance without agents is a dis- 
tinct public service. The point is 
made, and I think it is a good one, that 
the Company is subject to the United 
States Postal Authorities. The Postal 
simplifies the business, saves you 
money, safeguards your health and 
will treat you right in every way. I'd 
take another policy myself if I hadn't 
passed the age limit.’ 
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Sit FIFTH AVE. COR. 43% ST. 
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Convenient to everything. 


Room with Lavatory 


Phone 7790—Bryant 





p28 a eieats $1.00 up 


Room with Private Bath........ 


Restaurant a la carte and table d’hote. 
The Best Value in New York City both in Rooms and Restaurant 


HOTEL LONGACRE 


Broadway and 47th Street, New York City 


The refined air and good service of the Longacre are well established. 


RATES PER DAY 


$1.50 up 
Special Weekly Rates 


Reom with Private Bath, for 2... . 
Two-Room Suites 





Club Breakfast. 


G. L. SANBORN 




















OLD OVERHOLT 






at YE 


“Same ja | 107 Years” 
Aged in wood— Bottled in bond 












~ JUST THE RICHT SMACK” 
The same choice ingredients and the 


: same care are used in its making today as 
ma in 1810. Thus, Old Overholt Rye has 


= 
4 
ms) today the same original taste and flavor that made : 





, it a favorite in the days of our forefathers, 
Pi. A. Overholt & Co., Pittsburgh, Pa. 
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There are Bargains 
in automobile tires just as there are bar- 
gains in other things you buy. It's sjusta 
matter of looking for quality and low price. 
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owner os save 
cap zat ted "ood send & 
Write & 


Feoe ate nl offer Sotal io, eat het ' 
"° "SHE L-AND M.RUBBERCO. - | 


Cross arroliton, 
Western Dist. Office. 1436 8. Mich. Ave.. Chicago 


LOW EST PRICES IN AMERICA 

















GOLD SEAL 


Champagne 


A wine of the 
highest quality 


Urbana Wine Company 
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Urbana, N. Y. 
ROMEIKE’S “streau” 

BUREAU 
We will send you all newspaper clippings which may 
appear about you, your friends, or any subject on 
which-you may want to be “up-to-date Every news 
paper and periodical of importance in the UnitedStates 
and Europe is searched. Terms, $5.(0 for 100 notices 
HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 SEVENTH AVE., N.Y. 
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“MADE AT KEY WEST 





Steal 


Will you introduce me 


Shear 


Her Motive—* 
to Mrs. Flubdub?’ 

“T hardly think you would care to go with 
her, my dear. Then why an introduction?” 

“T can’t snub her, can I, unless I know 
her?’’—Kansas City Journal: 


Little Evelyn—‘ Mcther,”’ said little 
Evelyn, ‘‘may I go out and play with the 
other children now?” 

“You may play with the little girls, 
sweetheart, but not with the boys; the little 
boys are too rough.” 

‘*But, mother,”’ rejoined the little miss, 
“if I find a nice, smooth little boy, can I play 
with him?”—Detroit Free Press. 


Improbable—*‘ Do you think Miss Old- 
girl will ever change her mind and marry?” 

‘No. If she marries it will be because 
some man of her acquaintance changes his 
mind.”—Richmond Times-Dispatch. 


Who He Was—Siage doorkeeper (to 
super who has been waiting in the rain for 
over an hour)—Hallo, who are you? 

Super—The Millionaire in Act 3, Scene 4. 

London Opinion. 


No Way Out of It—‘How did Jones 
happen to fall downstairs?”’ 

“Why, his wife said, ‘Now, Henry, be 
careful,’ and, as he is not the man to be 
dictated to by any woman, down he went.” 

Chicago Herald. 


Broken Engagement—‘‘Why do you 
pass him up, girlie? I thought you liked 
him.” 

“‘T liked him well enough, but I couldn't 
go through life with him. I didn’t care for 
the make of his car.”’—Aansas City Journal. 


The Psychological Moment—* How 
do you feel today, old man?’ 

“I don’t feel like myself.” 

‘In that case, perhaps you will lend me a 
five-spot.’’—Chicago Herald. 


Sure It Was His Wife—Three o'clock 
was the very earliest the man could get up 
to the store, so his wife asked him to meet 
her then. 

‘“*T don’t know in what department I shall 
be at that time, but just before 3 I will tele 
phone to the clerk at the information bureau 
near the main entrance, and if you will just 
step over and ask him he will tell you where 
I am.”’ 

At two minutes past 3 the man scught in- 
formation as to the whereabouts of his 
wile. 

‘IT have a message,” said the clerk, ‘‘from 
a woman who said her husband would in- 
quire for her about 3 o’clock. Maybe it is 
for you. She said to tell you that she has 
gone to Blank’s store, over on Sixth avenue, 
to finish her shopping because the clerks in 
this store are impudent, the place is ill- 
ventilated and she couldn’t find anything 
she wanted here anyhow, and never has been 
able to find anything here, and this is posi- 
tively the last time she will ever try to find 
anything here. Of course, that might have 
been your wife 4 

“Oh, yes,” said the man; 
all right.”.—New York Sun. 


“that was her 











JUDGE 


Next Week 


WILL PRESENT AN AMUSINGLY. 
SENTIMENTAL COVER BY 


DAVID ROBINSON, entitled 


“That’s Good! Hold That!” 





The number will also show 
JUDGE'S usual wealth of Hu- 
and Satirical ILLUS. 
TRATION by 


Orson Lowell, Geo. Morrow, 
Power O'Malley, John B. 
Gruelle, Westmacott, Walter de 
Maris, R. B. Fuller, Kautzman, 
Will Vawter, J. K. Bryans, 
F. L. Fithian, C. W. Kahles, 
C. Clyde Squires, Zim, Flohri, 
P. D. Johnson, A. S. Daggy, 
F. Miller, Laura E. Foster, 
and Others. 


morous 





The TEXT fulfills JUDGE’S 

purpose as “THE HAPPY 

MEDIUM,” including. Humor 
and Satire by 


Walt Mason, McLandburgh 
Wilson, Ruth Wright Kauffman, 
Lynette Freemire, Clinton 
Scollard, Benjamin de Casseres, 
Lou Rab, Tom P. Morgan, 
CharlesElkin, Jr., Vod Chenevix, 
and Others. 
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Phirteen weeks 1.25 
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or postal order. 
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If JUDGE cannot be found at any newsstand, the pub- 
lishers will be under obligations if that fact be promptly 
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1916, 10 cents; 1915, 20 cents, etc. 
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WESTERN < tees OFFICE 
Marquette Building icago, Illinois 
NEW ENG GLAND { DVERTISING OFFICE 


Tremont Building - - - Boston 





D 


m 


Re 


th 


E\ 
ha 


co 


Si 


St 


G 
G 








Eo 


mor 





ond-clast 
a Square 


York. 


or, Sec'y 


Faditer 





”) f 


5 
, expres 


yright 
iD. 

the pub- 
romptly 
pr copy 


ies, and 
year for 





XUM 


With the College Wits 


The Hardest Sort 
of hard luck?” 

“To take a girl out automobiling and not 
have any engine trouble.”’—Froth. 


“What's your idea 


The Lure of the City—Hi Fli—What 
are you going to the city over-night for? 
There isn’t anything spicy at the theaters. 

Whi Lie—No, but the house is out of 
stationery, I need towels, we just broke two 
electric bulbs, the silverware is depleted and 
I haven’t got a table cover.—Chaparral. 


Good Evidence— Optimist- What makes 
you think that Washington did not always 
tell the truth? 

Pessimist—Didn’t he say: “I can not 
tell a lie?” —Orange Peel. 


After the Ball—First Co-ed 
Doris, how tired your eyes look. 

Tired One—Yes, my dear, I rolled them so 
much this evening.—Orange Peel. 


Why, 








Mary—What’s the matter with John; 
is he in love? 

James—Why, no; he’s only engaged.— 
Record. 


Unreasonable—Willie was at play in 
the dooryard with his little brother. 

“Ma,” he hollered, “I wish you'd come 
out here and make Bob behave himself. 
Everytime I hit him on the head with the 
hammer he bawls.’’—Awgewan. 

True, True!—Ham Actor—Tis bitter 
cold without. 

Boob—Without what? 

Porcine Protean—Those undergarments. 
Sun-Dial. 


All Gone—He—You used to say there 
was something about me you liked. 

She-—So I did. But you've spent it all. 
Minnehaha. 


Maybe He Was Loaded—/J/ o/n—That 
porter of ours certainly reminded me of a 
gun. 

James—How so? 

Johx—He kicked so when he was fired. 
Awgwan. 


A Good Sign- —S ponge 
Street car hash just passed. 

Blotter—How yuh know? 

Sponge—I can shee its tracks. 


Of Course 
that keeps the moon from falling?” 
Georgine. 

“T think it must be the beams,” 
George softly.—Burr. 


I think that a 


Chaparral. 


“What is it, do you suppose, 


asked 


replied 




















































Be Up-to-Date 


The new things are shown first 
in Motor Life—new cars, new body 
styles, new conveniences, new luxuries. 
It keeps you up-to-the-minute in 
motoring things, just as the leading 
fashion magazines do in clothes. 


Motor Life is different from or- 
dinary “automobile magazines.” 
You want to save money in running 
your car, but you want to have a 
good time doing it. You are bored 
with technicalities. You like your 
pudding served with a_ pictorial 
sauce, a dash of society, clubs and 
sports, and a few grains of humor. 
That’s what Motor Life gives you— 


and you'll pass your plate for more. 


SPECIAL OFFER 


Save Money 
in running your car by reading 
Motor Life. Save money in sub- 


scribing by signing this coupon. Get 
these six elaborate numbers at one- 
$1.00 
You get, besides, 


third less than regular rate 
instead of $1.50. 
without charge, the most complete 
touring, mechanical and shopping 


service ever offered by a magazine. 


May—Town and Country Number 
June—Touring Number 
Jvty—Resorts Number 
Aveust—Country Club Number 
SEPTEMBER—Sports Number 
OctopER—Closed Car Number 


Don’t Send 
Money 
Just Sign 
the Coupon 





Take a 


New Lease on 





Motor Life | 


Don’t feed your car on dollar bills. Don't 
be a blank check to your chauffeur or the 
garageman. 


Your car is one of the biggest investments 
in your establishment. Just because you 
have money is no reason you should squander 
it. Read Motor Life and 


Learn the Tricks 
of Experts 


—suggestions that will save you hundreds of 
dollars in upkeep bills. Just one hint about 
carburetion may save you $25 in gasoline. 
Another about the care of tires may save 
you $50. A new idea in preserving paint 
and upholstery will give your car $100 
greater second-hand value. 


These are the things that Motor Life 
tells you by the score in every number—at 
the cost of one unnecessary hour in the 
repair shop. 


Save $100.00 
by spending 
ONE. 


















Motor 
Life 


New York City 


offer. Send Motor Life 


$3.00 (regular rate $6.00). 


JA-21. 


NAME 


ADDRESS ... 




















243 West 39th Street 


I accept your special 


six months and a bill for one 
dollar (regular rate $1.50) — OR 
Send it for two years and bill for 

















DID have such a 

bully good time 
at your petit souper, 
and especially I en- 
joyed hugely those 
perfectly delightful 
tid-bits of news about 
all of our friends. 
Thanks so much for 
telling me I can read 
them every Wednesday morn- 
ing in 


The Club-Fellow 


ASHINGTON MIRRO 


Po sale at all the best stands 
‘15 cts. a copy $5.00 a year 







ONE MADISON AVENUE 
NEW YORK CITY 




















C. H. EVANS & SONS 


Hudson, N. Y. 








Moth- 
Proof 
Cedar 
Chest 
Sent 


on 
| A famous 
Free Trial pee nea cedar 


Chest Your choice of 90 styles and designs 


































sent on 1 avs freetrial. We pay the freight. A 

Piedmont protects furs, woolens and plumes from Reduced 
moths, mice, dust and damp. Needed in every Factory 
bome 1. s for generations Finest wedding or birth- Prices. 
day gift $a\ Write to-day for our great Freight 
catalog ue ond? re ~* ~ prices—all post paid free Prepaid 
Piedmont Red Cedar Chest (e.. Dept.19. Statesville. N.C 








UAL KNOWLEDGE 


Ss E A $2 BOOK FOR ONLY $ 


By Winfield Scott Hal!, Ph. D. Noted Authority and Lecturer. PLAIN 
TRUTHS OF SEX ! IFE that yoeng men and young women, young 
wives and bhesbands, fathers, mothers, tesehers and serses should know 
Geox facts hitherte misuadersteod. Complete, 320 pages-—illustrated. In 
plain wrapper; only $1, postage 10 cents extra. 

AMERICAN PUBLISHING CO., 409 Winston Bidg., Philadelphia 


PARKER’S 
HAIR BALSAM 


A toilet preparation of merit. 
Helps to eradicate dandruff. 

For Restoring Color and 
Beauty to Gray and Faded Hair. 


50c. and $1.00 at druggists. 

















ustardad 


I never was so mortified in 


Passing e 
Mortified —‘‘ 


my life.” 

‘*What’s the matter now?” 

“You know that little gown I bought for 
$16.50 that looked as though it must have 
cost four times that and was so becoming to 
me? I never dreamed any one would guess 
its price or where I bought it.” 

“Well, did any one?” 

“Yes. I wore it for the first time last 
night at a dinner dance, and there were just 
16 other women there with gowns exactly 
like it.” —Detroit Free Press. 


Trying to Please—He had opened up 
a fishshop, and he ordered a new sign 
painted, of which he was very proud. It 
read, ‘‘ Fresh Fish Sold Here.”’ 

“What did you put the word ‘fresh’ 
in for?” said his first customer. ‘‘ You 
wouldn’t sell them if they weren’t fresh, 
would you?’ 

He painted out the word, 
“Fish Sold Here.” 

“Why do you say ‘here’?”’ asked his 
second customer. ‘‘ You're not selling them 
anywhere else, are you?” 

So he rubbed out the word “here.” 

‘“‘Why use ‘Sold’?”’ asked the next cus- 
tomer. “You’re not giving them away, 
are you?” 

So he rubbed out everything but the word 
“Fish,”’ remarking: 

“Well, nobody can find fault with that 
sign now, anyway.”’ 

A moment later another customer came 
in. 

““T don’t see the use of that sign ‘Fish’ 
up there,”’ said he, ““when you can smell 
them a mile away.’’—Tit-Bits. 


leaving just, 


Pauline at School—After her third 
day’s attendance at school, Pauline was 
relating at home stories of her classmates’ 
naughtiness. 

‘That’s bad,” commented mamma. “ Did- 
n’t the teacher have to correct you?’ 

‘“‘No,” Pauline assured her. ‘She had to 
speak to all the class but me this afternoon.” 

‘That’s queer,” remarked papa, a bit 
suspicious. ‘‘What did she say?” 

“She said,’’ reported Pauline: ‘Now, 
children, we will all wait till Pauline is in 
order!’’’—Everybody’s Magazine. 


Tart Witness—Dr. Oliver Hobson was 
defending certain appropriations. 

“Don’t call these appropriations pork 
barrel appropriations,” he exclaimed. 
‘Though Pocatella numbers only 517 souls, 
she can appreciate a $90,000 Post Office as 
well as any bloated metropolis could. 

‘Cut appropriations of this kind, gentle- 
men, and you wound your electors as cruelly 
as the drummer was wounded at the Poca- 
tella House. 

‘This drummer, being very fond of corn 
on the cob, ate ear after ear. Finally the 
pretty waitress, after she’d brought him his 
14th or 15th ear, said, tartly: 

“Don’t you think you would save half a 
dollar or so a day if you boarded at a livery 
stable?”’—Washington Star. 


Believed in Preparedness—Mrs. Jen- 
kins had missed Mrs. Brady from her 
accustomed haunts, and hearing several 











“WAR BABIES” 


ISS and ‘‘Make-Up,” by James 

Montgomery Flagg, and 
“WAR BABIES,” by Will Ran- 
nells, two new Judge covers have 
been made up into Art Prints, 
mounted on a heavy mat, 9 x 12, 
ready for framing. 


Both pictures are printed in full colors, free of 
all lettering, exactly as they appeared on the 
covers of Judge, and they make an attractive 





decoration for any room. 

Fifty cents brings both the prints, post free, or 
if desired, either will be sold separately for 25c 
apiece. 




















Kiss and “Make-l Pp” 





Fudge 


Art Print Department 
225 Fifth Ave., New York City 


Enclosed find 50c (25c) “War Babies,” and 
Kiss and “ Make-Up.” 


Please send me 


Name : cash eae 


Address 
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startling rumors concerning her went in 


search of her old friend. 

“They tell me you’re workin’ ’ard night 
an’ day, Sarah Ann,” she began. 

“Yes,” returned Mrs. Brady. “I’m 
under bonds to keep the peace fer pullin’ the 
whiskers out of that old scoundrel of a 
‘usban’ o’ mine, an’ the magistrate said if 
I come afore ‘im ag’in, or laid me ’ands on 
the old man, ’e’d fine me 4o shillin’s.”’ 

‘An’ so ye’re workin ’ard to keep out of 
mischief?” 

“I’m what? Not much! I’m workin’ 
‘ard to save up the fine!” —Chicago Journal. 


Expert Opinion—“Do you think it a 
waste of time to say ‘please’ over the tele- 
phone?” 

‘Not any more a waste of time than half 
the other conversation that goes over the 
wire,’ replied the cynical operator.—W ash- 
ington Star. 


Her Recommendation—‘‘ Have you a 
recommendation from your last place?” 

“Yes, mum. Here it is.” 

“Why, that’s a wrist watch.” 

“Ves, mum. The master of the house— 
a poor gentleman who’s dead now—gave me 
that for cooking his eggs the way he wanted 
‘em.’ —Birmingham A ge-Herald. 


Pertinent Question—Convict—I'm_ in 
here for having five wives. 
Visitor—How are you 
liberty?—Boston Transcript. 


enjoying your 


Unspoiled—The lady who likes children 
was gushing over Helen, aged 3. 

‘How old are you, darling?” she asked. 

“T isn’t old,” said Helen, ‘‘I’m nearly 
new.”’—Chicago Herald. 


Incredible—Il’i/e—I was outspoken in 
my sentiments at the club today. 
Husband—1 can’t believe it! 

spoke you?—Town Topics. 


Who oul- 


He Agreed—Bilkins—Home, they say 


is the dearest place on earth. 


Wilkins—Yes; that’s why we quit house- 
keeping and went to board.—Boston Tran- 
script. 


Firing Her Ambition—‘“‘You are ex 
quisite,” he raved. ‘‘Your eyes are lus- 
trous, your complexion divine. Do you 


think you could be contented as a poor 
man’s wife?”’ 
“No,” replied the girl frankly. ‘I’m 


pretty enough for the movies if I’m as pretty 
as all that.”’—Pittsburgh Post. 


The Source of Profit—“Did you 
make the money you expected raising 
chickens?” 

“No. After a little experimenting I de 
cided that the way to make the money is to 
raise chicken feed.”—IWashington Star. 


Relieved of Labor—Firsit farmer 
When are ye going to start yer plowing? 
Second farmer—I don’t expect to do none. 
First farmer—You don’t? Why? 
Second farmer—Won't have to. I've let 
a lot of amateur golfers use my fields for 
practice.—Snap-Shots. 
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SEXOQLOGY 


by William H. Walling, A. M., M. D. 


imparts in a clear wholesome 
way, in one volume: 


Knowledge a Young Man Should Have 
Knowledge a Young Husband Should Have 
Knowledge a Father Should Have 
Knowledge a Father Should Impart to His Son 
Medical Knowledge a Husband Should Have 
Knowledge a Young Woman Should Have 
Knowledge a Young Wife Should Have 
Knowledge a Mother Should Have 
Illustrated. Knowledge a Mother Should Impart to Her Daughter 
$2.00 postpaid Medical Knowledge a Wife Should Have 
Write for ‘‘Other People’s Opinions’’ and Table of Contents 


PURITAN PUB. CO., 792 Perry Bui'ding, PHTLA., PA. 





All in one volume, 




















New Discovery 


now within your reach. Science has at last ~ 

produced a gem of dazzling radiance. Looks and 

stands same tests as diamonds. Cost but 1-30th 
us 


as much. te 
H Genuine Lachnites—, 
Pay As You Wish set in solid gold, # ‘ 
sent to you for a a 
full free trial. Pay for them at the rate of only ee 
a few cents a day. Easiest kind of payments. SBE 
. 
Write for Free Jewelry Book 
Your name and address on a postcard is enough. Get the big new jewelry 
book and see handsome illustrations of all the exquisite jewelry you have 
to choose from. No obligations whatever. Write for the today—now. 














Harold Lachman Co., 12 N. Michigan Av. 








HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 
PAPER WAREHOUSE 


Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 
Branch Warehouses : 
30 Beekman Street, New York, and 32 Clinton Street, Newark, N.J 
ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 



















GRAY HAIR 


Restored to Natural Color 


Gray hair restored to natural color, no matter what color i 
was. KOLOR-BAK guaranteed to do this or it costs you 
nothing! KOLOR-BAK isa pleasing, pure, harmless, gran¢ 
preparation. Contains no injurious ingredients. Colorless) 
stainless. Not a dye or stain, but a wonderful scientific prep 
aration. Acts directly on the pigments of the hair. Also help 
banish dandruff and itching scalp. 

Write for free book and positive proof 

KOLOR-BAK PRODUCTS COMPANY 


68 West Washington St., Dept. 26, 
c) © | ae 
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HOTEL VENDI Near Everywhere 


Most Popular in Philadelphia 
250 Rooms and Baths, $2.00 up 


Running ice water ineveryroom. Excellent service in grill and cafe 


} JAMES C. WALSH, Manager 


Chicago, It 
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| WANTED ANIDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOMI 


simple thing to patent? Protect your ideas, they may_brin 
you wealth. Write for ‘‘Needed Inventions” and “How t 
Get Your Patent and Your Money.” Randolph & Co 
Patent Attorneys, Dept. 129, Washington, D. C. 











posed trip is to be made. 





LESLIE’S TRAVEL BUREAU 


which appears in the first and third issues each month will give specific 
information to those who are planning to travel at home or aboard. 
Correspondents are requested to state definitely 
their destination and time at which the proe- EDITOR TRAVEL BUREAU 
This will facilitate 
the work of this bureau. Stamps for reply should be enclosed. 225 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK CITY 










ADDRESS 
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Send for booklet,“THE RATIONAL TREATMENT OF CONSTIPATION.” Write your 
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DO YOURS 
LOOK LIKE THESE? 


Brown-faced, vigorous, 
healthy youngsters— sick - 
ness never troubles them. 


Do yours look like these? 


Or does constipation, the 
chief foe to a healthy 
childhood, handicap them 
and make them the prey 
of the many ills that less 
sturdy little folk are heir to? 


NUJOL is particularly valuable 
for relieving constipation in 
children, as well as in grown-ups 
because it doesn’t upset the 
stomach, cause diarrhoea or form 
a habit. It acts as a simple 
internal lubricant, encouraging 
and facilitating the natural act- 
ivity of the bowels. 
Your druggist has NUJOL. 
Avoid substitutes and imitations. 
Sold in pint bottles only. 

Dept. 13 

STANDARD OIL COMPANY 


(New. Jersey) 


Bayonne New Jersey 


name and address plainly below. 
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Stories with Smiles 


Breaking the News—Little Marie stood in the doorway, one hand on 
the doorknob. For a moment she gazed at her mother, who was preparing 
to go out. 

** Mother,”’ she said, “‘do you know what I am going to give you for your 
birthday when it comes?” 

‘No, dear.”” answered the mother. ‘Please tell me.” 

‘A nice hairpin tray with gold flowers on it all around,” said the little 
girl. 

‘But, my dear,” exclaimed the mother, ‘‘I have a nice one like that 
already.” 

““No you haven't, mother,’ Marie answered. 


on the floor.”—Chicago Herald. 


“T have just dropped it 


His Anxiety—Crewe—Good heavens, how it rains! I feel awfully 
anxious about my wife. She’s gone out without an umbrella. 

Drew—Oh, she'll be all right. She'll take shelter in some shop. 

Crewe—Exactly. That's what makes me so anxious.—Chicago Herald. 


The Advance of Science—‘‘Do you eat anything just before going 
to bed?” said the physician to the neurotic subject who could not sleep. 

“Oh, no doctor!” the patient replied. 

“Well,” said the physician, “just keep a glass of milk and some biscuits 
beside you, and make a light meal the last thing before retiring!” 

“But, doctor,” replied the sick one, “‘ you told me on no‘account to eat 
anything before retiring!” 

“Pooh, pooh!” said the doctor, “‘that was three months ago! Science 
has made enormous strides since then!””—N. Y. Globe. 


A Wide Opening—*“ Well, how did you succeed with your first diag- 
nosis? Did you profit by my advice?” 

The young doctor—1 think I did, sir. I told the patient that he was 
suffering from a combination of liver, stomach, heart, lung and _ brain 
trouble. 

Old practitioner—Good! 
lumbus, Ohio.) 


No chance of a mistake there!—Sun (Co 


So Sensitive—An attorney was consulted by a woman desirous of 
bringing action against her hushand for a divorce. 

She related a harrowing tale of the ill treatment she had received at his 
hands. So impressive was her recital that the lawyer, for a moment, was 
startled out of his usual professional composure. 

“From what you say this man must be a brute of the worst type!’’ he 
exclaimed. 

The applicant for divorce arose and, with severe dignity, announced: 

“Sir, I shall consult another lawyer. I came here to get advice as toa 
divorce, not to hear my husband abused!”—Chicago Herald. 


Their First—Little Muffington was a father for the first time, and 
nothing existed in his world save wife and baby. It was the other morning 
that, just as he had opened his desk somewhere in the city, the telephone 
bell rang. 

“You're wanted, sir!”’ shouted the office-boy. 

Rushing to the ‘phone, he grabbed the receiver. 

“Yes, dear, what is it?” 

“Oh, Cuthbert, dear, come at once! Baby is 

He waited to hear no more. Flinging down the receiver, he seized his 
hat and rushed into the street. Within half a minute he was being whirled 
in a taxi to the suburb where all his hopes were centered. His face was 
lined with anxiety as he burst into the house and ran upstairs three steps 


“A lady 


at a time. 
‘Here I am, darling?” 
“Oh, you're late, Cuthbert. 
he looked so pretty, I wanted you to see him.” 


Baby had his little toe in his mouth, and 
Wit and Humor. 


Husband’s Soft Answer—She was waiting for him. 

Gathering her brows like gathering storm, nursing her wrath to keep it 
warm, and when he entered the room she began: 

“This is a nice time of night ta 

‘‘T—er—know I'm late,” he hastily interrupted, “but I couldn’t help 
it, my dear. Club had—er—big discussion, on female beauty.” 

‘And what had you to do with that?” demanded the fretful wife. 

‘“*More’n anyone there. I was the one—er—who had the most beautiful 
wife, an’—er—course, the best authority on female beauty, an— 

‘Why don’t you take off your overcoat, Henry? Let me get your slippers 
for vou. It’s awful cold outside; I think you must be half frozen.”’ 

Half a minute later Henry was safely ensconced in his easy chair with 
his wife at his feet putting his slippers on.—Philadelphia Inquirer. 
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<A ter God, Shakespeare 
Has Created Most” | 


on 
ing 





yur 2 


Alexandre Dumas 

There is no phase of human nature not found in Shakespeare’s plays. In his character crea- 
Ule tions the history of the human race is written forever. 

His historical characters move in the atmosphere and are stamped with the very spirit of the 

dat age in which they lived and are breathing realities. ‘Through the magic of a verbal alchemy that 

kindle s every thought into a picture, and clothes the emotions of his characters in visible images, 

it kings, nobles, sages, highborn dames, and lovers in whose bosoms the little god seems ever to 
keep a fiery vigil, become creatures of flesh and blood. 





The East in its Oriental sensuousness, Greece, Rome, France and England lighted by the last 
rays of setting chivalry gleam from his pages. 


WHAT IS HE DOING FOR YOU ? 


Does the marvelous influence which Shakespeare has exerted on mankind through three 
centuries mean anything to you? Are you reading him for the development of your Imagination 
without which there is no spiritual or material progress? Are you reading him for that supreme 
command of Language and Expression possessed by Shakespeare to a greater extent than by any 
other man ever born on this planet? Are you reading him for daily Inspiration in the highest 
ideals of Patriotism which found its loftiest expression in the noble apostrophe to England, the © 
bulwark of civilization, from which the following lines are taken? 








we ‘This scepter’d isle, 

This earth of Majesty, this seat of Mars, 
al This other Eden, demi-paradise, 
ice This happy breed of men, this little world, 

This precious stone set in the silver sea, 

Which serves it in the office of a wall 
- Or as a moat defensive to a house, 

6 Against the envy of less happier lands, 

This blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this England, 
as This nurse, this teeming womb of royal kings. 
Lin 

Renowned for their deeds as far from home, 
oO For Christian service and true chivalry.” 


life, its Pleasures, its Profits, its 


All that Shakespeare means in Complete Understanding 


Not An Expurgated Edition Richness and Fullness, may be yours through 
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By Walter Bagehot; “ Annals of the Life of Shakes peare”’ giving the known a 
facts, carefully prepared by Israel Gollancz; “‘Se//-Revelation of Shakes peare a ean 
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HE MAN whose work de- 

pends on clear thinking 
knows the common sense of 
choosing a smoke that does not 
disturb. 

That is doubtless whyso many 
sound, substantial men are elect- 
ing Fatimas for their steady 
smoke. Because Fatimas are 


“ATIMA 
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comfortable—comfortable while 
you're smoking them and, even 
more important,afierwards, too, 
even though you may smoke 
more often than usual. 

Your first package of Fatimas 
will show you how sensible it 
is to decide on a comfortable 
cigarette. 


Lijgaite Myers Tobacco Cx 
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